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"Id better get home" | sighed as | grabbed my shirt 

"Stay" he groaned 

"Can't, and anyway we both need to sleep" 

"And what about that jerk?" he asked sitting up and putting his arms behind his head. 


| shrugged my shoulders whilst trying to relocate my jeans and underwear. 


"Leyna, you can't just forget about it" 

‘I'm not" | said trying to pull up my jeans until he thrust the palm of his hand down them. 
| put my hands on my hips and stared at him, his eyes fixed on my intimate region. 
Seriously, I'm going now." 

"Uh huh" 


His fingertips gently caressed me through my knickers while his other hand parted my legs further so my 


feet were at least a meter apart. 


"You get going then darlin" he whispered huskily as his eyes moved up my body, and he purposely licked his 


lower lip, fingertips still stroking my already serviced area 


| looked down as he edged my knickers to the side subtly, my knees now in line with the mattress and him 
laying down on his front propped up on one elbow. My eyes gazed down at his back, perfectly toned and smooth 
and with evidence of an erratic sex session in the form of the bright red nail marks which | had earlier 
scratched into him. | breathed in through my teeth as his index finger traced up my slit and then dipped inside 
me, investigating to see if his actions were having the desired effect. Which, of course they were. He moved 


his face closer, so close | could feel his breath on my skin 

"Mmm, gettin’ mixed signals here" he spoke milimeters away from me. 

"Yeah?" 

"Yeah, y'see, you say you gotta go, yet you're all wet." he began talking under his breath as his tongue licked 
around the outside of my underwear, his finger still probing me gently. Trying as hard as | could not to let out 
a huge, loud groan | just gave in and let my head drop down as he started to finger me harder. 

"You think you could stay a bit longer?" He asked, mouth now at my inner thigh. 

"Yeah.." | sighed my hand resting on his head. 

"You gonna let me taste?" he said so quietly before backing off to let me slide off both my knickers and jeans. 
He stared intensely at me, as though he was about to do something his entire life depended on, licking his lips 
one last time before pressing his mouth between my legs and gorging on me. Having my pussy french kissed 
by this man was unlike anything else, his entire mouth fixed over me, his tongue going from deep and hard to 


light and fast made me grit my teeth, his hands wandered to the backs of my thighs and he pulled me roughly 


over his face. 


"Ugh, take your shirt off" he whispered as | had no choice but to rest my knees either side of his head. 


Pulling my shirt over my head, he moved himself further down the bed and made room for me, my naked self 


now hovering over his entire body waiting in anticipation for what he would demand next: 


"Turn around darlin’, | want to see you" he asked and | pressed my knees against the sides of his head and his 
right hand spread me open. 


"So soft and wet" he said to himself before once again devouring me 


with his tongue and lips. 


His hands reached up to my breasts and began tweaking my nipples firmly, | leant back, and traced my hands 
up his thighs as | began to grind against his tongue firmly. He sighed into me, his warm breath creating an 
unreal sensation and making me jolt violently. | scraped my nails further up his thighs until | reached his hard 


on, stroking it as he continued to slide his tongue around me. 


"Oh fuckkk" | sighed as his rhythm gained momentum, his tongue swishing from left to right at breakneck 
speed. 


"Fuck my face honey" he groaned looking up at me. 


| began gyrating my hips against his tongue and knew it would only be a matter of seconds before it was game 
over. My hand began wanking him gently, his cock throbbing in response to my sighs and moans, | made him 
work hard to make me come, thrusting unreservedly into his face and covering him with my juices, much to 


his delight. 


"Oh god Leyna" he gasped loudly as | started to come over his face, my fingers digging into his forearms as | 
let the orgasm pass through me. 


"Jeez" | gasped, now sat on his chest hunched over. 
"You taste fuckin’ delicious" he groaned back at me. 


| allowed myself a few minutes to regain composure, normally I'd be so totally spent that I'd need a good half 
an hour of rest before even considering moving but as | felt behind me | realised his cock was so perfectly 
hard and ready that | couldn't miss the opportunity. He lay in the same position, arms folded across his face 
as | unexpectedly slid down his taught body and took him in my mouth without warning. 


"Fu-ck Leyna les 


| knew he was close so | opted for asking him to sit at the edge of the bed while | got on my knees and 
finished him off, his hand pulled the hair off my face and held it as | relentlessly took him down my throat 


again, and again, and again. His legs started to shake at the sensation as | released him from my mouth and ran 


my hand up and down and around him gently. 

"God, | need this" he sighed, looking down at my tongue now teasing the end of his cock. My hand started to 
massage him again as my lips sucked at the tip, making sure he could see my tongue lapping at him | began to 
speed up and his hands instinctively rested on the back of my head. 

"Make me come" he pleaded repeatedly. 

| saw his stomach tighten and his eyes clamp shut as he gushed all over my tongue and down my chin, he 
gasped loudly for several seconds and after three or four violent pumps he was done, flopping back down on 
the bed in an attempt to breathe normally again 

"Now, | really have to go" | said as | stood up and rubbed the carpet burn on my knees. 

"You are fuckin’ with me?" he asked sitting up, still out of breath. 

| shook my head and pulled my jeans back on for the second time tonight. 

"What's so important that you gotta get home?" he said firmly. 

"Look, | just need to get home, l'm sorry" | said putting my shoes on 

"Tell me why" 

| sat on the end of the bed and sighed. 

"| need to see Fran, ok?" 

He let out an angry groan before raising his voice and telling me he wasn't happy about this arrangement at 
all, totally unable to understand why | would even give Fran the time of day. His eyes became fiery and | tried 
to calm him down, | stroked down his chest and kissed his neck gently but he remained angry. 

"Don't ruin tonight, please" | said softly as | pressed my lips to his but got nothing in return, 

‘lm not - you are, I've not seen you in three fuckin’ months Leyna’ 


| hung my head "I know, I'm sorry’ 


"After everything that weasel has done, you still go back to him" 
| turned and looked at him dubiously. 


"Go back to him? I'm not ‘going back to him’, I'm going back to the house we co-own’" 


He waved his hand as though what I'd just said was rubbish, or an excuse, or a rubbish excuse. 


"He's a lucky guy, | don't know any women who would forgive some guy they've known their whole life for 
forcing themselves onto them" 


I'm not arguing with you, you're cranky because you're jet lagged" | said now standing up and heading for the 


door. 

"How about a ‘thanks Bruce for sticking up for met huh?" He shouted. 

"We'll talk tomorrow" | replied as | left the room and walked downstairs to call a taxi. 

| got to the reception and upon seeing the bar was still serving drinks mooched over and planned to have a 
quick one before my taxi arrived. Bruce's histrionics ran through my head at an alarming rate and before | 
knew it | was on my third whiskey. 

"Bad night?" the barman enquired. 

"No, not at all" | said lightly. 

"Hmm, so a good night, but you don't think you deserved it?" 

| smiled "Something like that" 

"You have trouble being happy?" he asked wiping around my glass with a cloth. 

| thought for a second, 


"You know what, | do" 


"Typically English emotion, if I'm happy, why am | happy, do | deserve to be happy, why would someone want to 
make me happy, you prefer pain and misery" he said smiling. 


"Pain and misery? No, | just find it easier to think the worst in people, that way l'm never let down" | said 
downing the last of my whiskey and saying goodnight. 


| got home and saw Fran was in the lounge working, | went straight on through to the kitchen and grabbed the 
bottle of whiskey that | left there earlier and sat next to him on the sofa 


"Want some?" | asked glugging from the bottle and passing it onto him. 


He accepted. 


"What a mess" he said as the alcohol clearly burnt the back of his throat 
Yop" 

"| know I've gone too far, lIl get something sorted and move ou! 

| nodded 

"Hil buy you out" 

He nodded 

"Just know that I'm sorry" 


| laughed "Sorry! You're sorry for waiting almost two decades to tell me how you feel, not sure sorry even 


cuts it to be honest with you" | slurred. 

"So what, if I'd have told you sooner things could have been different?" 

"Absolutely not, but I'd have most likely been single" 

He grabbed the bottle again 

"You deserved that smack" | spat "he should've broken your fucking legs as well" 

"Point taken" he replied dropping his head. 

"Why did you come home?" 

| looked at him, his face an utter mess, dried blood everywhere and blackness forming around his right eye. 
"Because | enjoy pain and misery" | said sighing loudly and staggering upstairs to bed. 


| stumbled over and slept in my clothes. The phone woke me the next morning, and as | coughed loudly and said 
hello my head began to pound uncontrollably. 


It's Penny" 
"Oh fuck, I'm so sorry, I'll be there asap" | said groggily. 


"l'm outside your house Leyna' 


| ran downstairs and let her in 
"Ouch" she remarked looking at my bloodshot eyes and no doubt noticing my hideous whiskey breath. 


"Take it your evening wasn't as blissful as originally planned?" she asked as | presented her with the strongest 
cup of coffee in history. 


‘lm done with their entire species" | said dramatically as | dissolved some aspirin. 
She chuckled to herself. 

"I'd imagine a guy like him is a handful?" she asked cautiously. 

"Yep" | said sharply. 

"Leyna, I'm here because | don't want you to fuck this up for yourself 

"I do a good job of fucking things up, why should | stop now?" 


Seriously - you have got to get over yourself, he loves you, he wants to be with you, you HAVE to take that 
job" 


| nodded. 

"You can't keep arguing or there's no point" 

"How do you know we've been arguing?" 

| spoke with his manager Leyna, Bruce is in a vile mood, what other reasons are there?" 

| shook my head and wiped my eyes with my hands. 

"Ok, leave it with me" 

‘lm serious - sort it out" she said firmly before leaving. 

| got myself ready and tried to look semi-human before | made my way back over to his hotel. | wasn't going 
to apologise, I'd done nothing wrong and | wasn't going to accept his so called ‘vile mood' either. Penny was right, 
| probably did need to get over myself, get over myself and decide just what it was that | needed and wanted. | 
couldn't keep drifting through life being so pessimistic, or only being happy when there was conflict. | deserved 
happiness as much as anybody. 


| arrived at the hotel and instantly saw Bruce and his manager in the restaurant, | grabbed myself some more 


coffee and waited for a convenient time to go over. His manager met me half way in the middle of the room 


and simply told me to "Sort it fucking out". Taking in a deep breath | sat next to Bruce and started talking. 
Finished?" He asked deeply, looking entirely unimpressed. 


| nodded. 


"Good. Go and pack, we're leaving tonight 


